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short.    Everything, it was clear, was working up
towards   one  of   those  alarming  climaxes    with
which all at Court had grown so familiar ;   and,
while  they  waited   in   dread,   sure  enough   the
climax came.    But this time it was of a nature
undreamt of by the imagination of any courtier:
when the incredible story reached them, it was as
if the earth had opened at their feet.    The question
of the Irish appointment had become pressing, and
Elizabeth, feeling that something really must be
done about it, kept reverting to the subject on
every possible occasion, without any result.    At
last she thought she had decided that Sir William
Knollys, Essex's uncle, was the man.    She was in
the   Council   Chamber,   with   Essex,   the   Lord
Admiral, Robert Cecil, and Thomas Windebank,
Clerk of the Signet, when she mentioned this.    As
often happened, they were all standing up.   Essex,
who did not want to lose the support of his uncle
at Court, proposed instead Sir George Carew, a
follower of the Cecils, whose absence in Ireland
would, he thought, inconvenience the  Secretary.
The Queen would not hear of it, but Essex per-
sisted;   each  was  annoyed;   they  pressed  their
candidates; their words grew high and loud; and
at last the Queen roundly declared that, say what
he would, Knollys should go.    Essex, overcome
with irritation, contemptuous in look and gesture,
turned his back upon her.    She instantly boxed his
ears.    " Go to the devil 1 " she cried, flaring with